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March 15, 1902.J ALL IRELAND REVIEW. 2L 

THE LAND QUESTION. 

THE ABOMINATION. 
By a Lady. 

Dear Mr. O'Grady?Ah ! where you 
are and have been on the Land Ques 
tion I have been these twenty years. 

Remember always you and I. in right 
of our blood, are Celts. To the Celt, 
private ownership of land, theoretically, 
did not exist. 

[No, dear C. G., nor 
practically,?Ed.] 

The feudal system gave the land to 
some 

for a 
purpose.?[?"ou mean, of 

course, the chieftain?Ed.] 
The King was the State. It is a modern 

abomination?private ownership. Just 
look at my case; this*house and home 

of mine. I want a home. I can get no 
land to buy. I am 

compelled, therefore, 
to lease. I build this house, pay ?1 an 
acre for land worth 10s. I am forced to 
undertake to give up all the property, 
house and all, in 99 years. That means 

?2,000 belonging to me and my heirs 
goes to-'s, who will take it all some 

sixty years hence. All my thought, all 
my money, all my love swept up into 

the landlord's net. I love-, and his 
children are as if my own ; but I think u 

the robber lords of the Rhine" were 
infants in the art of thieving in compari 
son with our noble gentlemen of to 

day. " 
Them's my sentiments," as we say 

in my parts. But all through, I wonder 
with myself when reading A. I. R., how 
far you and I were in the same boat of 

thought in '79. Very much the same 
I think, only I was the more 

thorough. 
Oh, if the landlords had not been such 
fools, they could have so easily then 
compelled a settlement. I saw 

they 
never would, and so I went with the 
Land League a step beyond you I sus 
pect. Nothing mt a clean sweep lies 
before them ; for you cannot turn them, 
and the path they 

are on leads down.? 
Your truly, C. G. 

[Dear C. G.?Why bring coals to 
Newcastle or lava to Vesuvius ? 

Don't you see me 
hunting, with the 

scent breast high, only stopping now 
and then for a 

cry and to ease my soul ? 

Now, candidly ; for no one will know 
who C. is. You are clever and under 

standing : very : and high-minded and 

queenly-minded and Irish in every fibre : 
but it is possible to have too much of a 
good thing and to-day I hazard the 
criticism that you have just a little too 
understanding, and bring just a little 
too much of the dry light of reason to 
bear upon things. 

I don't think you did right in desert 
ing your order in '79, the year of the 

Land League and of all the agrarian 
horrors, and 

forsaking your kindred and 
all the friends whom Nature, unsoli 

cited, bad provided for you when you 
came, a 

helpless infant, into this mar 
vellous world. 

And, in short, blood is or should be 
a 

great deal thicker than water, and 
the affections and all the natural and 
beautiful human relations a better guide 
than pure reason ; and sure I am that 
if your noble ancestors had nothing to 
direct their course but reason and un 

derstanding, you, dear O, would never 
have inherited all that thought and 
love and money that you have put into 

your house and which, sixty years hence 
will be appropriated by the owners of 
the soil. When that time comes, the 

appropriator will in all probability be 
a money fiend, Christian, or Jew. And 

then, the Land League, and the National 
League, and the United Irish League, 
have they not all aimed at personal and 
individual appropriation of the Land, 

with " 
the abomination " 

coming up 
again in the most intense and unmiti 

gated form imaginable ? 
Will you come with me, and help me 

to war down the peasant proprietor ? 

When I was a boy I read in Swin 
burne the following lines which, some 

how, stuck in my memory and have a 

trick of coming up and up and up again 
whenever I think of your order and the 

astonishing farce-tragedy in which 
their career seems to be ending 

:? 
" For Death is strong and full of blood 

and fair, 
And perdurable and like a lord of land !" 

[Did the poet mean something or 

nothing at all in this singular couplet ? 
?Ed. A.I.R.] 

TO THE EDITOR OF ALL IRELAND REVIEW. 

Dear Editor,?There are wheels 

within wheels, and it is highly proba 
ble that, however they may make be 

lieve to be shocked at such goings on, 
English statesmen do not always regard 
a little agrarian disturbance in Ireland 
as an unmixed evil. They know how 
to make use of it for their own pur 
poses, and either tolerate it for a time, 
or put it down, as suits them. We are 
a little too simple ; that is a fact, and 
as the Americans say we " 

get left every 
time." 

I do not think, however, as far as I 
can judge that it is any part of the 
programme to attempt to bring about 
any very rapid change in the system of 
land tenure. Besides the financial 
obstacles I have mentioned, there are 

others of an administrative sort. It 
must in every case be ascertained that 
the person selling is the person entitled 
to sell, and that the purchaser is the 
person entitled to buy. Also all sorts 
of questions crop up as to rights of way, 
rights of turbary, and many][similar 

matters, all of which must be inquired 
into and settled, as no man will buy 

until he knows exactly what it is he is 
to get. 

As matters stand at present, there 

fore, individual landowners here and 
there can and do sell, but landowners 
as a 

body cannot and could not, even if 
all differences of opinion as to price were adjusted. Five men could easily 
ride down Grafton Street abreast, but 
five hundred could not. Whether any 
provisional arrangement is possible 
which might tend to get rid of friction 
and leave the parties more leisure 
than they possess at present for 
work of a different kind which may 
concern the welfare of the country 
and their own, is a question worth con 

sidering; but this is not likely to re 
ceive attention unless it be first realized 
that no very rapid transition and final 
settlement is practicable. M. 

THE DESTRUCTION OF DA 
DERGA'S HOSTEL. 

The Room of the Formorians. 
" I beheld there a room with a trio 

in it, to wit, a trio horrible, unheard 
of, a triad of 

champions. 
Liken thou that, O Fer-rogain ? 

" 
" 'Tis hard for me to liken that (trio). 

Neither of the men of JSrin nor of the 
men of the world do I know it, unless 

it be the trio that MacCecht brought 
out of the land of the Formorians by 
dint of duels. Not one of the Formor 
ians was found to fight him, so he 

brought away those three, and they 
are in Conaire's house as sureties that, 
while Conaire is reigning, the Formor 
ians destroy neither corn nor milk in 
Erin beyond their fair tribute. Well 

may their aspect be loathly ! Three 
rows of teeth in their heads from one 
ear to another. An ox with a bacon 

pig ; this is the ration of each of them, 
and that ration which they put into 
their mouths is visible till it comes 
down 

cast 
their navels. Bodies of bone 

(i.e., without a joint in them) all those 
three have. I swear by what my tribe 
swears, more will be killed by them at 
the destruction than those they leave 
alive. Six hundred warriors will fall 
by them in their first conflict, and a 

man for each of their weapons, and one 
for each of the three themselves. And 
they will boast a triumph over a king 
or chief of the reavers. It will not be 

more than with a bite (?) or a blow or 
a kick that each of those men will kill, 
for no arms are allowed them in the 

house, since they are in 
? 
hostageship 

at the wall,1 lest they do a misdeed 
therein. I swear by what my tribe 
swears, if 

they 
had armour on them, 

they would slay us all but a third. 
Woe to him that shall wreak the des 

truction, because it is not a combat 

against sluggards (?) 
" 

" 
Ye cannot," says Ingc?l. 

" 
And 

whom sa west thou afterwards ? 
" 

" I beheld a room there with a trio 
in it. Three brown, big men, with 
three brown beads of short hair. Thick 
calf-bottoms (ankles) they had. As 
thick as a man's waist was each of their 
limbs. Three brown and curled masses 
of hair upon them, with a thick head 
three cloaks, red and speckled, they 

wore ; three black shields with clasps 
of gold, and three five-barbed javelins ; 
and each had in hand an ivory-hilted 
sword. This is the feat they perform 
with their swords : before reaching the 
ground, place themselves in the scab 
bards. Then they throw the scabbards 
(first), and the swords after them, and 
the scabbards meet the swords and 

place themselves round them before 

they reach the ground. Liken thou 
that, O Fer-rogain ? 

" 

" 
Easy for me to liken them ! Mai, 

son of Tel band, and Munremar, son of 

Gerreenn, and Birderg, son of Ruan. 
Three crown-princes, three champions 
of valour, three heroes, the best behind 
weapons in Erin ! A hundred heroes 
will fall by them in their first conflict, 
and they will share prowess with every 
man in the Hostel, and they will boast 
of the victory over a king or chief of 
the reavers, and afterwards they will 
chance to escape. The destruction 
should not be wrought even because of 
those three." 

" Woe to him that shall wreak the 
destruction !" says Lomna. 

" 
Better were the victory of saving 

them than the victory of slaying them ! 
Happy he who should save them ! Woe 
to him that shall slay them I" 

"It is not feasible," says Ingc?l, etc. 
" 

And afterwards whom sa west thou ? 
*' 

" 
There I beheld in a decorated room 

the fairest man of Erin's heroes. He 
wore a tufted purple cloak. White as 
snow was one of his cheeks, the other 

was red and speckled like foxglove. 
Blue as a 

hyacinth was one of his eyes, 
dark as a stag-beetle's back was the 
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